Gustave Flaubert Letters

Aurore talks of you and still cradles her baby in her lap;
Gabrielle calls Punch, her Uttle one, and will not eat her dinner
unless he is opposite her. They are our continual idols, these
brats.

Yesterday, I received, after your letter of the day before, a
letter from Berton, who thinks that they will not play
I'Affranchi longer than the 18th or the 20th. Wait for me,
since you can delay your departure a little. It is too bad
weather to go to Croisset; it is always an effort for me to leave
my dear nest to go to attend to my miserable profession; but
the effort is less when I hope to find you in Paris.

I embrace you for myself and for all my brood.

G. Sand

CXLV.    To GEORGE SAND

Wednesday afternoon.
Dear master,

Your commission was done yesterday at one o'clock. The
princess in my presence took some notes on what you wanted,
in order to look after it at once. She seemed to me very glad
to do you a service.

People talk of nothing but the death of Noir! The general
sentiment is fear, nothing else!

Into what miserable ways we are plunged! There is so
much imbecility in the air that one gets ferocious. I am less
indignant than disgusted! What do you think of these gentle-
men who come to confer armed with pistols and sword canes!
And of this person, of this prince, who lives in the midst of
an arsenal and makes use of it ? Pretty! Pretty!

What a sweet letter you wrote me day before yesterday!
But your friendship blinds you, dear good master. I do not
belong to the tribe you mention. I am acquainted with my-
self, I know what I lack! And I am enormously lacking,
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